silhouetted against red festive fires, that set the Rhine aglow.
Scores of craft plied to and fro, canoes, rowing boats, launches,
Rhine steamers, all beflagged and festooned with coloured
lights that cast a myriad green, red and yellow spirals into the
dark rippling water. Music and singing came across from the
boats. On the banks scores of thousands watched the scene, I
pushed my way among the crowds and felt as glad as they.

The night wore on, the red fires on Ehrenbreitstein faded, the
craft on the river went home, taking the red, green and yellow
spirals with them, the singing and music dwindled, the great
throngs poured back into the town. At a narrow wooden fopt-
bridge over an arm of the Mosel a surging mass of people was
checked, then poured across in a narrow jostling stream, then
widened out again and hurried on. In the darkness came the
crack of splintering wood, a great splash, then many small
ones, floundering, shouts for help, the shrieks of children.

When I got to the scene soon after midnight all the signs and
sounds of festival had died. Ehrenbreitstein was a black, over-
hanging shadow, the Rhine a dark, silent stream, the streets
were empty, all was still.

Only around the broken foot-bridge was a little pool of light
made by flaring torches, that cast flickering reflections into the
oily water and dimly lit a circle of sombrely watching faces. In
a flat-bottomed boat a man sat astraddle and probed the water
with a long barbed pole. As I watched he carefully drew it out;
hanging on the barbs, crucified, was a young man, his mouth
stupidly agape, his dank hair streaming into staring eyes, a
grotesque, ridiculous figure. What fools our bodies make of us
when we are done with them. They caricature our carefully
mannered, well tended, well disciplined living selves. We
ought to evaporate in the moment of death.

Stretched on the bank near by lay a dozen young school-girls,
a little boy from America, come to see his Rhenish grandfather,
who lay next to him. All through the night they angled, and
brought out twenty, thirty, forty, forty-five dead revellers.

The carnival was over, Hindenburg cancelled his tour and,
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